STRANGE INTERLUDE

(Leaning forward toward Gordon with her arms
stretched out entreatingly but adopting a playful
tone.)

Why, Gordon, what's come over you? You jumped off my
lap as though you'd sat on a tack!
(She forces a laugh.)

GORDON

(His eyes on the floor - evasively.)

Pm hungry. I want to see if lunch is nearly ready.

(He turns abruptly and runs out.)

EVANS

(In a tone of superior manly understanding, kindly
but laying down the law to womanly weakness)

He's sick of being babied, Nina. You forget he's getting to
be a big boy. And we want him to grow up a real he-man and
not an old lady like Charlie.
(Sagaciously.)

That's what's made Charlie like he is, 1*11 bet. His mother
never stopped babying him.

NINA

(Submissively - but with a look of bitter scorn at him)
Perhaps you're right, Sam,

EVANS

(Confidently.)
I know I am!
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